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From the Editor 
A Dog’s Love 


by Lindy Pratch 

Elaine and I live with a Maltese 
called Max (in spite of his registered 
name being John Boy’s Blizzard). He’s 
that breed that looks like the white 
furry Kleenex box cover seen in the 
back window of some cars. Dressing 
his hair in bows to keep it out of his 
eyes is too frou-frou for dykes like us, 
not to mention the careful daily 
brushing that long hair requires, so we 
keep him trimmed short all over. 

We jokingly refer to Max as our dog 
son, but I don’t think we treat him as a 
surrogate child. It’s more like the three 
of us belong to the same pack. 

Max makes it obvious that he 
considers me to be the alpha member, 
and he vies with Elaine for number two 
position. | look after Max’s grooming— 
combing, tooth brushing, nail clipping, 
bathing—and other unpleasant things 
like vet visits. Elaine is the one who 
always remembers to save some plain 
pasta for Max, among other treats. She 
pays better attention to him. I certainly 


don’t feel that | deserve his adoration, 
or his preference for me over her. 
What goes on his dog mind will 
remain a mystery. 

Gilda Radner once said, “I think 
that dogs are the most amazing 
creatures; they give unconditional 
love. For me they are the role model 
for being alive.” What a good reason 
to share our home with a dog! 

We were a temporary home for 
Max at first, and he eventually became 
a permanent member of our family. 
He'll be thirteen this month. Now that 
he is getting on in years, Max has 
semi-retired from being a watchdog. 
Even so, he earns his keep simply by 
being here. His sweetness, gentle 
nature, loyalty and ge nerous affection 
enrich our lives. 

This issue of Womonspace had 
more submissions than we had space 
for. It’s an indication of the importance 
of nonhuman animals in our lives. The 
articles by Karen, Roz and Adien are 
unique in my editorial experience. 
They are interconnected, telling us 
about the same cats nee Sa 
other’s lives. 
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Hannibal the Cannibal 
by Karen 

I made three cat ‘shopping’ trips 
to the SPCA. I kept feeling 
overwhelmed by the awesome 


living being. 

In order fo stick to my decision to 
share my house, | purchased cat food. 
This would have financial ramifications 
on my indecisiveness. When I did that, 
| did what no vegetarian considering a 
pet should do. I read the ingredients on 
the cat food can. I had to give this a lot 
more thought. Was I willing to share 
my house with an animal? A 
carnivore? A cannibal! 

Despite my apprehension, I went 
back to the SPCA. | made my way 
through the homeless cats for an hour 
until I found her. She was the last one I 
looked at. The last one | played with. 
The first one to rid me of guilt for 
passing the others by. When I felt her 
listless little body in my hands, | knew 
she was the one for me. My Hannibal 
the Cannibal. 

When she fidgeted and stretched as 
she awakened, I felt myself coming to 
life mere so than she. | became flooded 
with a wonderful memory of the cat | 
had when I was a little girl. | played 
with that cat so much my parents took 
her away because | kept getting 
scratched. Funny how happy cats do 
that. | was devastated. 

lam happily resigned to as many 
scratches and bites this delightful little 


yr 


ie 
responsibility of caring for another PY 


kitten has to offer me. My Hannibal has 
the total rule of the household, which 
is no longer just a house. It’s a place | 
-an call home. I couldn’t do that until 


\ she came along. 
\ Before she came into my life I had 


sno idea that | could have such 
immensely strong and protective 
feelings towards another being. She is 
sO precious to me. My kitten is now 
almost a year old and I’m more taken 
with her now than ever. 

I first met my lover and brought 
Hannibal home within days of each 
other. I don’t think the timing is a 
coincidence. They both came to me ata 
time that | became much more open to 
sharing and much more capable of 
demonstrating my affection. The 
woman owes the cat a lot! 


- 
LADIES (MU DANCES 


pIRST SATURDAY BVERY oN 


FREE POOL 7:00 to 9:00 


MUSIC BY TAMMY / DANCE AT 800 DX 
RELAAED - COMFY - CASUAL 


HAPPY wpaxdays 
NN HOURS gon tin 6:00 Ft 
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My Dog is a Dyke 
by Cathy Wood 

My dog—a Border 
Collie—and I have been co- 
dependent for, oh, about 
four years now. Like several 
other people in my life, she 
came to visit and stayed. 
(She also heeled, rolled 
over, and begged.) My dog 
is PWA (Pet With Attitude) 
and has significantly 
affected my social life since | came out. 
So much so that most of the women in 
my life eventually confide that they 
never really wanted me anyway; they 
were after my dog all along. One 
confesses that she and my dog actually 
are plotting to knock me off and run 
away with the insurance money. 

Sometimes when we’re both chasing 
the same woman, things get 
complicated. But usually I bark and nip 
at her heels while Mindy cuts her off if 
she gets too much of a lead on us. This 
seems to work pretty well. 

Now, | can understand people’s 
attraction to Mindy (that’s the dog, not 
the girlfriend). She has a lot over me. 
She’s well-zroomed—a buzzcut in 
summer that would make Sinead 
swoon, and an Etheridge-esque mane 
in winter—a dog dyke for all seasons! 
Always impeccably dressed; black 
collar and tail(s). Never gets drunk or 
obscene at parties. 

She’s very bright. Sometimes | think 
her vocabulary is more extensive than 


mine, although I know all the 
important words that she knows. Of 
course ‘treat’, ‘walk’, drive’, ‘speak’, 
‘McDonalds’, and ‘chocolate’ 
are my favourites, too, She’s 
also athletic, and last 
summer she tried to teach 
me to catch a frisbee out of 
midair with my teeth. I never 
quite caught on. 

How do I know my dog ts 
a dyke? Well, ’ve watched 
her drool on my girltricnd’s 
centerfolds, and she reacts strangely to 
the sight of nail clippers and loves Jan 
Arden. She’s also been seen on the arm 
of many beautiful, eligible women in 
this town... usually at the end of a leash. 
Sometimes a lint roller is involved, in 
which case she’s not only on their arm, 
but likely on their pant legs, sleeves and 
auto upholstery as well. And of course, 
there’s also all those calls to 1-900- 
LASSIE on my AGT bill. (?'m a little 
confused on this one though; Lassie was 
played by a boy dog on the TV show.) 

Slowly, ?’'m learning to deal with the 
true nature of our competitive 
relationship. Occasionally, the attention 
we share feels good, and I meet some 
very nice people because of Mindy. 
Even the cute girls at the A&Dub 
sometimes have puppy treats when I go 
through the drive-thru. Naturally, this 
is easier to take if the dog is with me at 
the time. 

Lately, she’s been seeing an awful lot 
of my girlfriend. They signed their 


S WOMONSPACE NEWS 


names together on the Christmas cards this 
year. Last week, Mindy went down to Paws 
and Claws and bought them matching 
sweaters. Leven saw a little, tiny U-Haul 


truck loading up in front of the doghouse day 


before yesterday. I hear that they are starting 
a legal battle to be declared ‘equivalent-to- 
married’ for tax purposes, and are referring 
to themselves as ‘significant others. 

I guess I'm looking for a new relationship 
now. ...A brunette with big brown eyes... 
maybe a cocker spaniel. I hear they are the 
stay-at-home type. 


Golden Retriever 

by L,J.D. 

He runs ahead through the deep snow. 

He dives head first into it, 

swimming and making angels. 

Glancing back occasionally, he checks 

to see if the womon is still coming behind him. 


He sniffs the air and the ground 

searching the river valley. 

He eats some snow. 

He marks his route. 

Glancing back occasionally, he checks 

to see if the womon is still coming behind him. 


He spots a huge white rabbit 

and lunges forward to the end 

of the flexi-leash. 

His hundred pounds of muscle surge 
through the snow in life and death pursuit. 
He does not glance back and check to see 
that the womon is still coming 
snowplowing head first behind him! 


Bunny 
by L,J.D. 


| look into her deep green eyes, 
as she lays softly 
against my body. 


| sense the passage of time, 
the answer to profound questions 
in those deep green pools. 


| stroke her 

and it comforts me 
more than her 

| suspect. 


She purrs deep 
from some mysterious place 
known only to her and her kind... 


Ah Cats! 
Where would 
we be 
without them? 


Lorelei Loveridge 
Rocks in Hollywood 


Local singer and songwriter 
Lorelei Loveridge will have one of 
her tunes aired on an episode of the 
Golden Globe-winning television 
show, Farty of Five. Check your tv 
guide and tune inl 
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Between the Covers 


At Edmonton Public Library 
by Lindy Pratch 

Jacqueline Woodson 
has written a number of 
acclaimed children’s 
books. She is a black 
lesbian living in 
Brooklyn who brings 
lesbianism into her novels for young 
people. 7ie Dear One (1991) is about 
a twelve-year-old girl who resents her 
mother’s decision to take in the 
pregnant fifteen-year-old daughter of a 
college friend. Differences between 
working class and middle class blacks 
are explored. 

From the Notebooks of Melanin 
Sun (1995) is about a quiet thirteen- 
year-old boy whose life is turned 
upside down when his mother reveals 
that she is in love with another woman. 
And, on top of that, the other woman is 
whitel 

Ignore the ‘Juvenile’ and ‘Young 
Adult’ designations on these short 
novels; treat yourself to some powerful 
writing. 

The Amazon Chronicles (1994) by 
Jane E.M. Robinson is an epic historical 
novel for lesbians. This Amazon tale 
features bravery, intrigue, betrayal, 
battles, love, and sex. The tirne period 
of around 1240 B.C. is depicted with 
vivid details and historical accuracies. 
Penthesilea, an Amazon foundling, is 
the heroic central figure in this grand 
saga. 
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Pet Children: 


Blended Families 
by Koz Ostendorf 

The idea of blending families scares 
most people. Usually the *blendies’ can 
be bribed or reasoned with—look how 
much happier mom ts; you’!! have 
twice as many toys; there’ll always be 
someone to play with. This doesn’t 
work when the blendies have four legs, 
lots of hair, and belong to separate 
species that naturally chase each other. 

Obviously, | am talking about cat 
children and dog children. I have two 
wonderful, loving dogs with very 
distinct personalities and a recently 
acquired cat who knows he is King. 
Karen has the most sociable kitten Pve 
ever met; loves to sleep on your head, 
loves to sit on your shoulder in the car, 
and loves to play. Unfortunately, she 
hasn’t yet learned to love other 
animals. 

The first meeting set the tone for 
their interactions. Karen and Hannibal — 
came over. Hannibal scratched up 
Karen’s shoulder while the (dog) girls 
sniffed “Hi.” The girls went outside, 
and Hannibal explored while we 
hopped into the shower. A house guest 
let the girls back in and the quiet was 
shattered by barking and whinning 
dogs and a growling 
and hissing cat. I found 
my dogs cornered at the 
top of the stairs by a 
very puffed up, scary 
ball of grey fur. 


After consultation with the vet/ 
animal behaviour therapist, we decided 
to introduce them slowly. | would bring 
one well-behaved dog at a time to 
Karen’s, and if Hannibal was at my 
place, she'd stay in the bedroom. Maybe 
we would let a dog in for a while. Close 
supervision and equal attention—surely 
the way to go. 

Dianna is a jealous type, and needed 
a lot of attention and reassurance. 
Sophie is a happy go lucky type who just 
wanted a crack at Hannibal’s food. This 
pattern hasn’t changed much over the 
months. 

Things carried on in this vein until I 
acquired Chuck, a cat. After the intial 
few chases, the three settled in. Then 
Karen left for northern Alberta and 
Hannibal came to stay with us for ten 
days or so. Another chance at sustained 
cohabitation. | thought I was up to the 
challenge. 

Chuck felt no threat to his superiority 
and largely ignored Hannibal. Sophie, 
not being the bravest dog in the world, 
barked a lot and then went scurrying 
under the coffee table after one puff and 
growl from Hannibal. Things didn’t go 
as well with Dianna, who is a herder by 
birthright and has to make sure every- 
one is going in the direction she thinks 
they should be going in, all the time. 
Some people think she’s obsessive. | 
don’t know where she gets that from. 
She’s just trying to provide direction. 

One night, Dianna’s direction giving 
got Hannibal’s nail caught in the couch. 
Abhhtl 


Later, the vet tried to console me 
with tales of her own attempts to 
introduce cat and dog. Just what | 
needed to hear! 

The saga continues. Presently, 
Hannibal is sharing her space with 
Sheba—who is more her size—and 
will hopefully gain confidence from 
the experience. Sophie is still after the 
cat food in the house, and the other 
two are on hold until the next bonding 
experience begins. 

My friends get daily updates and 
are probably looking for ways to 
introduce Valium into the water 
supply at my house. I’m looking for a 
therapist who speaks dog and cat. I’m 
sure we’re in for some major 
processing. 


QUOTES: 


While some say that lesbian 
relationships don’t have staying 
power, | totally disagree. | have seen 
what women have endured from 
their lover's pets and it’s a tribute to 
enduring affection. 

Gail Sausser, Lesbian Etiquette, 1986 


“Here, Sappho Wild Lesbian.” 
Emily George, Carrol calling a small tan 
puppy in Sappho’s Wild Lesbians, 1984 


Love herlove her cats. 
Rhonda Dicksion, 
Lesbian Survival Hint #30, 
The Lesbian Survival Manual, 1990 


WOMONSPACE NEWS y 


CALENDAR OF EVENTS 
Groups and Weekly Events: 


GLCCE (Gay and Lesbian Community Centre 
of Edmonton) is located in the basement below 
Boystown Cafe, 101 12-124 Street. [tis open 
Monday to Friday from 7-10 pm and 
Wednesdays from 2-4 pm. Peer support 
counselling, lesbian coming out group, drop- 
in, and library. 488-3234. 


OUTreach social & political student group at 
the University of Alberta campus: 988-4166. 


Adamant Eve feminist radio program 
broadcast on CJSR, FM 88.5, at the University 
of Alberta. Thursdays from 5:30-6 pm. 
Gaywire A lesbian, gay & bisexual radio 
show on FM 88.5. Thursdays from 6-7 pm. 
Queeries current affairs show on CJSR, FM 
88.5, Fridays from 5:00-5:30 pm. 


L’Amazon Recreation Night 
Wednesdays, 7-9 pm at McCauley Community 
League, 96 St -108 Ave. Drop in basketball, 
volleyball, soccer, dancing. All welcome: $2. 
L’Amazons touch football team needs players; 
call Tina at 482-3801, or Roz at 468-2579. 


Lambda Christian Community 
Welcomes members of the lesbigay commu - 
nity; worship 7 pm Sundays, | 1148-84 Ave 
(Garneau United Church). Phone 988-8918. 


Metropolitan Community Church 
Weekly worship, 10086 MacDonald Drive, 
Sundays at 7:15 pm. 


SOLO Social club for lesbians and bisexual 
women (over 18) gets together every week for 
a wide variety of public events and social 
functions. Join the fun! Linda at 447-4776. 


Shakespear’s Thursday Nights for Women: 
Pool tournament 7-9 pm, $5 per player, plus 
coin drop, followed by live entertainment. Also, 
ladies only dances on the first Saturday of the 
month, 2nd floor, LOS06- 112 St. 429-7234. 


Gay & Lesbian Youth Group: 
Phone 486-9661, voice box 10. 


The Liatris Society of Edmonton is a 
casual group of dynamic, enthusiastic, queer- 
positive greenthumbs who meet for 
horticultural experiences and social interaction. 
There are no membership fees in 1996, and our 
events are open to all. 


Gay & Lesbian Infoline: 988-4018 
Lesbian Life Line: 425-0511 


THE COOK & 


GARDENER Care 


10345-106 STREET 
PHONE: 421-7044 


COFFEE, DESSERT, LUNCH & DINNER 


COMFY & SMOKE-FREE 
OPEN MON - THURS: 10:30 AM-10 PM 
FRI & SAT: 10:30 AM—MIDNIGHT 


February Events: 


Thursday, February 29 

The Liason Committee and 

Edmonton Police Service 

invite all women to a ‘Town Hall Meeting with 
the Chief of Police at The Cook & Gardener 
Cafe, at 7 pm. 
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March Events: 


Saturday, March 2 

A Dance for Ladies Only 
Shakespear's Darts & Rumpus Room, 2nd floor- 
10306 112 Street. Details: 429-7234. 
Monday, March 4 

Womonspace News Meeting, 

The Cook & Gardener Cafe, 10345-106 Street, 
7:30 pm. Submissions deadline for April issue 
on the topic “Monogamy vs Nonmanogamy”. 
New volunteers are encouraged to attend. 


Thursday, March 7 

Sacred Circle Dancing, 

Starts at 7 pm sharp. $4 per person. Open to all 
women. Westwood Unitarian, 11145-65 Ave. 
Saturday, March 9 

Liatris at Muttart Conservatory 

Meet some friendly folks; everyone welcome. 
Gather in the central foyer at 11 am after 
paying admission. 

Sunday, March 10 

Melissa Etheridge in Concert 
Northlands Agricom, 7:30 pm. Ph. 451-8000. 
Monday, March 11 

Womonspace Board Meeting 
7:30 pm al Jazzberrys, 9965-82 Avenue. 
Wednesday, March 13 - Saturday March 16 
The Cave: the Story of a Woman’s Journey 
Written and performed by Sheryl Simmons. 
Bus Barns, 1O330 - 84 Ave, 8 pm. 424-0287 
for tickets; limited seating. Sponsored by 
Celebration of Women in the Arts and The Fringe. 
Saturday, March 16 

Judy Small in Concert 

Australian lesbian performs at 7:30 pm at the 
Garneau Theatre, 8712-109 Street. Tickets 
$13-$15 (sliding scale) available at The Bagel 
Tree, Orlando’s, Boystown, and the Garneau. 


Saturday, March 16 

Womonspace Dance 

for women only. Bonnic Doon Hall, 9240-938 
St, 8 pm- 1 am. Womonspace members $4, non- 
members $8. (It’s the last dunce at these low, 
low prices!) Dance volunteers get a break on 
admission; call 425-051 1. 


Sunday, March 17 
Comedian Suzanne Westenhoefer 


Don't miss this outstanding perfomer! Princess 
Theatre, doors: 7 pm, show: 8 pm. Tickets $15, 

available at Jazzberry’s, Orlando Books, and The 
Cook and Gardener Cafe. Licensed event. 


March 16 - March 23 
BGLAD at the U of A 


Bisexual, Gay and Lesbian Awareness Days. 
Pink Triangle supplement to The Gateway, a 
night of fairy tales (readings), discussions, 
movie night, Blue Jeans Day on Thursday, and a 
dance at RATT on Saturday March 23. 
OUTreach: 988-4 166. 


Thursday, March 21 - Saturday March 23 
Queer : Act : Queer 

A conference by Queer Academy at the U of A 
with panels, film screenings and performances 
on gay, lesbian, bisexual and transgender 
studies. Guests: Marusya Bociurkiw, Richard 
Fung, Rob Osborne, Lynne Fernic, and Micheal 
Vonn. OUT-reach (988-4 166) or 
jplews@gpu.srv.ualberta.ca 

Saturday, March 23 

Spring Equinox Dance 

Riverdale Hall, 9231-100 Ave, from 8:30 pm to 


| am. $7 or less (sliding scale). A smoke free 
and alcohol free event for women only. 


Monday, April 1 


Womonspace News Meeting 

The Cook and Gardener Cate, 10345-106 
Street, 7:30 pm. Submissions deadline for May 
issue on the topic “S/M.” New volunteers are 
encouraged to attend. 
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Movie Reviews 
by Narda B. 


Extramuros/ Beyond the Walls (Spain 
1985) Dir. Miguel Picazo. Spanish 
with English subtitles. 

When Night ts Falling (Canada 1995) 
Writer/Dir. Patricia Rozema 


In a casual viewing of these two 
movies, one might think they are very 
different. Extramuros depicts cloistered 
nuns during the period of chaos of the 
Spanish Inquisition, while When Night 
is Falling shows freedom of speech and 
movement in the present day. 

Closer inspection reveals some 
fascinating similarities. It’s almost as if 
When Night could be a modernized 
version of Extramuros (which is based 
on a novel by Jesus Fernandez Santos). 
In both stories there are two women 
who love each other, an oppressive 
Christian environment, and drastic 
measures used to overcome the limits 
imposed on the relationships between 
the women. 

In Extramuros, Sister Ana (Carmen 
Maura, Wonren on the Verge of a 
Nervous Breakdown) loves Sister 
Angela (Mercedes Sampietro) and God, 
but her faith is shaken with the threat 
of closure of the convent due to severe 
poverty and hunger. More importantly, 
the threat of separation from Sister 
Angela when the convent closes 
compels her to act. In desparation, 
Sister Ana fakes a miracle: stigmata. 


She is denounced to the Inquisition, and 
finally, excommunicated from the 
Church. 

When Night ts Falling uses a 
Christian college environment where 
Camille (Pascale Bussieres) teaches. She 
follows——publicly —the proscribed 
patriarchal values of virtue all good 
women must, yet her faith is not such 
that she will commit to the final act of 
obedience. That ts, she refuses to marry 
for the sake of traditional expectations. 
When Camille meets Petra (Rachel 
Crawford), Camille’s belief system is 
shaken; she must question and finally 
forsake it, to preserve her relationship 
with Petra. Interestingly, monetary 
constraints also drive this relationship. 

While Exframiuros is a tragedy from 
beginning to end, When Night 
beautifully overlays the stifling 
strictures of patriarchy with life- 
affirming visions throughout. The dark, 
closed world of Extramuros can be 
contrasted directly to the vibrant and 
eclectic colours and motion of the 
circus in When Night Is Falling. The 
lovemaking scenes in £xtramuros left 
me totally frustrated, but the trapeze 
artists in When Night had me 
rewinding the tape a few times! I have 
never, ever seen such a fantastic 
depiction of a woman’s sexual arousal 
and shall herinafter have an even 
greater respect for it. Nuff said. 

Extramuros dramatically, and 
graphically, shows us the terrible state 
of existence during the Inquisition, 
from the extreme end of male- 
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dominated Religion to the futile efforts 
of Sister Ana, a lesbian nun trying to 
scratch a place for herself within that 
system. Wien Night, on the other 
hand, portrays breathing space for 
Camille, who actually has the choice to 
leave the college in search of her 
ultimate desire. While a sacrifice for 
her lover is too great for Sister Ana, 
Camille narrowly escapes the same 
fate. (Any more would be giving the 
story away.) 

Both of these movies are densely 
packed with symbolism, and | won’t 
attempt to discuss that aspect here. 
There isn’t enough room. A couple of 
hours over coffee with a feminist 
psychoanalyst (wanna-be’s welcome) 
would be more appropriate. 

See these movies, if only to remind 
yourself that women today are ina 
somewhat advanced position compared 
to women of yesteryear. Never mind 
that the patriarchy is alive and unwell, 
that religion with and without a capital 
R is still dictating women’s bodies, and 
never mind that the monetary system 
still rules. Love is alive, Bob is free, and 
Suzanne Westenhoefer is coming to 
town! Celebrate your love—tell 
someone about it. 

Be safe. Be inventive. Be. 


QUOTE: 


Lesbian owners of boy cats: Break the 
silence, we are everywhere, we are dykes 


and our kittys have weenies, and we are 
not ashamed. Claim your reality! Join us! 
FFI 645-MLOW. (Outlines, Aug 1990) 


QUOTES: 


So what does a lesbian look like? Well 
we saw two old women drive into a 
campground in a large motor home. 
One dog and no men accompanied 
them. These are lesbian-positive clues. 
Marilyn Murphy, 
Are You Girls Traveling Alone?, 1991 


Heather's favourite number is two. She 
has two arms, two legs, two eyes, two 
ears, two hands and two feet. Heather 
has two pets: a ginger-coloured cat 
named Gingersnap and a big black dog 
named Midnight. Heather also has two 
mommies: Mama Jane and Mama Kate. 
Lesléa Newman, 
Heather Has Two Mommies, 1989 


RNALLY 
VIDEO ¢ 


NARDA BROOKS 
10050-82 AVE 
EDMONTON AB 
PH (403) 439-2233 
Extramuros + Women on the Verge 


of a Nervous Breakdown + 
Dreamers of the Day 
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Catventures 
by Adicn 

Iam nota cat lover by birth, nor do 
cats love me automatically or 
unconditionally. Our relationships 
appear to go through all the stages that 
tend to mark, or mar, human ones. 
Eight cats have come and six have gone 
from my immediate presence in the last 
twenty years. 

I developed my feline inclination 
after | had moved out on my own. 
Admittedly, Minky came into my life and 
house (room, rather) because I craved 
company with a heartbeat and a cat 
appeared to be the easiest solution. We had 
to get used to each other, and it was never 
more than a companionship of relative 
convenience. I traveled frequently in those 
days and Minky disliked this greatly. Her 
protests embarrassed me in the public 
settings of train and bus. She had no 
qualms about protesting loudly. 

Minky left me after one of our trips. I 
never saw her again and can only hope she 
found her perfect match in someone else. 
Our affair had lasted only three months. 

It was not until five years later that I 
dared to commit myself to another 
relationship. This one was polyamorous; 
two kittens arrived. 

‘Stuk’ is friendly Dutch slang tora 
stunning beauty (male or female), so I 
named one of the kittens Stuk. She was 
multi-earthtoned; a beautiful cat who 
knew it, too. She was rather stuck up, 
making her name even more appropriate. 

Rat looked like a rat when I first met 
him. He grew out of this, and the sleek 
scurried look of a wet rat changed into the 
sleek tranquility of a panther. Except, Rat 
was scared of nearly everything. 


Stuk and Rat were, as far as | could tell, 
prepubescent cats. And they fought a lot, 
especially at night. | was very surprised to . 
find out that Stuk was pregnant when | 
took the cats in for theit shots. 

This was how Murphy entered our 
lives. He was the opposite of his parents. 

Where Stuk was too uptight to sit on 


As. my lap, Murphy would stay and stay 
o 


and stay, needing neither kind words 
nor encouraging strokes. While Rat 
 /was afraid, Murphy was fearless. 
Fea 


oa The four of us moved into a place 


' witha yard. Stuk didn’t like outside—- 
didn’t like to mess up her fur, I guess. 
She’d occasionally sit on the edge of the 
balcony, majestically looking out over her 
realm, but she would never venture out 
into it. Rat was too scared to moveumuch 
beyond the bottom of the steps, seeking 
cover in the shrubbery beside them. 
Murphy, from the first day onwards, 
decided to supplement my diet with the cat 
equivalent of steak and chicken. He would 
proudly bring me dead mice and dead 
sparrows, or even live ones. | would find 
them in front of my bedroom door in the 
morning. 

While I was on a trip to Britain, 
Murphy must have decided that his efforts 
to feed and nourish me had not been 
sufficient. | imagine he went after a bigger 
prey. The car beat him. I identified him in 
the SPCA morgue a week after my return. I 
was haunted by nightmares for months. 

But life went on. The three of us settled 
into a hectic pattern of work, eat, sleep, 
work, eat sleep. Stuk developed respiratory 
problems, known as ‘sneeze disease’ in The 
Netherlands. It would have been fatal if 
she hadn’t had her shots. As it was, 1t was 
an inconvenience. Stuk sneezed and her 
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snot would fly against the walls, the doors, 
the windows, the furniture. For the rest of 
our time together, the removal of her wet 
and dried snot was a task which she would 
watch me do with the contempt of a 
spoiled brat for her maidservant. 

Rat lost some of his fear. He became 
territorial. He peed everywhere, except in 
the litterbox. After Murphy’s death, Rat 
took over the role of provider. He only 
brought me live prey; he loved to play with 
his food. 

One warm summer afternoon, I found a 
porkchop on my kitchen counter that I had 


neither bought nor roasted. Just one corner 


had been nibbled on. Two days later, my 
neighbour told me the miraculous story of 
the vanishing chop. | didn’t spoil her 
miracle with the explanation. 

After ten years together, big changes 
occurred. While | went off to Canada in 
the pursuit ot knowledge, Rat found a 
home with my lover. This was to be 
temporary, until I returned ina year. Stuk 
went to live with my brother, his wife, 
their three kids, two dogs, three cats, ten 
chickens, four calves, and two gerbils. 

Stuk’s sneezing had gotten worse 


back from Canada. 

Only Rat was left now, and during my 
stay in foreign regions, my lover and I 
became exes. My ex had grown attached to 
Rat and wanted to keep him with her. 
Since I had been accepted into a program 
for the further pursuit of even more 
knowledge, | tried to explain to Rat that it 
was best if he stayed where he was. He 
already didn’t like me anymore, so it was 
fine by him. 

In the last months of that first year 
before my return to my native soil, I had 
met a new cat. He came with the current 
woman in my life. His name was Jadu— 
which is Persian for magic. Jadu and | 
never really got used to each other, at least 
not until the three of us had moved house 
twice. In the third place, we bonded. He 
accepted that I, too, got cuddles from his 
roommate and finally realized that he 
could get some from me, if he let me. 

Jadu like to roam at night but very early 
every morning he would scratch at the 
front door and meow to be let in to eat, 
greet us, and curl up for a long snooze. I 
heard him one morning just as I had 


Stuk’s sneezing ON cide to jump in the shower. I 
and she had had a fever. A vet gave ( decided to shower first. When I went 


her medication to relieve the 
symptoms. A tew days later, Stuk 
expressed an interest in going outside. 
This was unusual, tor outside was not her 
tavourite place. My sister-in-law let her 
go, but watched her closely. Stuk went to 
the extremely quiet village road in front of 
the house and sat there. The first car came 
by after half an hour. It was this moment 
that Stuk chose to cross the road. As my 
sister-in-law looked on, Stuk was hit by 
the car and died instantly. My brother’s 
family buried her in their backyard, and I 
visited her unmarked grave when I came 


ime 


fe. ‘to the door after, Jadu had wandered 


yee otf again. He never returned. Daily, 


‘for weeks, we looked for him, phoned 

the SPCA, all to no avail. We never 
found out what happened to him. It may 
have been a cat-trapping neighbour, 
coyotes in the river valley, or maybe a cat 
thief that recognized Jadu’s magnificence. 

Our house was quiet and empty without 

a feline presence, but we decided not to 
callously replace our beloved Jadu with a 
stranger. Then one day, our downstairs 
neighbour’s friend wanted to show me 
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something. He came back with a handful of 
beize and black-brown fur. This was 
Ambush. 

Ambush was shy for approximately two 
minutes. And we were sold. Her favourite 
game consisted of hiding behind a doorpost 
and attacking the first pair of feet that 
would come by. Hence her name. She is the 
most mischievous cat I have ever met. 
When I scold her, she just yells back at 


me. 2 2 


About six months later we decided 
that Ambush needed a companion. We 
got Chuck, who was being returned to 
{he SPCA. Chuck was tough—very 


tough. He insisted on ruling with an iron“ ™ 


fist and a loud voice. Ambush did not 
appreciate his company in the least; she 
merely put up with him. 

Late winter brought a new cat to our 
door. Literally. Our latest feline acquisition 
sat on our doorstep from twelve in the 
afternoon until we finally let her in well 
after midnight. She was a pure white kitten, 
underted, scruffy and tired. Her ears were 
black with earmite. That first night we put 
her tn isolation, keeping her and her 
possible diseases away from our two 
healthy buddies. She was covered in blood 
the next morning, which came from her 
ears. The vet sent us home with ointment— 
to be put in six cat ears— and a collar. She 
looked like a reverse cone -head, and, to 
give expression to our resolve not to keep 
her, that’s what we called her. Cone-head. 

Cone-head soon discovered that we 
were suckers for adorability. So she was the 
cutest. sweetest, best tempered, friendly, 
pretty cat we could imagine a cat to be. We 
looked for her previous roommates, but 
every dav our determination slacked. So 
when, after we had fallen head-over heels 


in love with her and spent major bucks 
on getting her shots and spayed, four 
weeks later someone came by to claim 
her back, we said, “Hm, you vot the 
money to pay the vet bill?” He didn’t and 
that was the last we saw of him. Ccney 
became a permanent feature in our 
domicile. 

Cat relations were strained, however. 
Ambush was bitchy and upset. Coney, 
though she tried to play, usually ended up 
getting beaten up by Chuck. Chuck 


i? A muscled into our affection, but mostly bv 


Ma alienating the other cats. We had to 
iS ,find him a better home. He now lives 

~ far more contentedly with two dozs 
whom are less easily impressed by 
Chuck’s need to show off his strens:th. 

Our castle is serene now, at least most 
of the time. Ambush and Coney don’t 
always see eye to eye but Coney’s 
playfulness and her knowledge of her 
place in the order of things tend to 
convince Ambush that she means well. 
Occasionally, the two give chase, 
carrying their prey—socks, six-pack 
plastic, a piece of electrical wire, ora 
little troll doll—-up to our bed. 

I’m not a cat lover by birth; I'm one 
because they are so lovable. Fuppies are 
nice too, though. 


Quote: 


Do your lover's cats side with vour 
lover in an argument? Hlow do you 
feel about this? 
Jennifer Hertz and Martha Frtman, 
Question #142, Lesbian Queries, 
1990. 
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Great March for Dykes 


(But there’s no parade) 
by Laurie 

March is a great month to be a dyke 
in Edmonton. Melissa Etheridge gets 
things rockin’ on the 10th with a 
concert af the Agricom., 

The following weekend, on March 
16, Australian folk singer Judy Small is 
in concert at the Garneau Theatre, with 
Edmonton Vocal Minority as the warm 
up act. The regular monthly Womon- 
space Dance takes place that same 
evening, and Suzanne Westenhoefer 
wraps up a wonderful weekend with a 
performance at the Princess Theatre, 
sponsored by Womonspace, on Sunday, 
March 17. 

Westenhoefer has entertained at 
major comedy clubs from New York to 
L.A. Her HBO comedy special earned a 
1995 Cable ACE award nomination. You 
know as soon as she greets her audience 
with, “Hello, Pm Suzanne Westenhoefer, 
famous lesbian comedian,” that hers is 
no ordinary stand-up routine. 
Westenhoefer wears the lesbian label 
proudly, smashing stereotypes and 
breaking down barriers as she explores 
the delightful, delicious, and generally 
weird aspects of everyday life. 

Also in March are the Bisexual, Gay 
& Lesbian Awareness Days and the 
Queer Act Queer conference at the U of 
A, There’s plenty of interesting stuff 
happening at each of these events. See 
the calendar page in this issue for more 
details. 


Wider Circulation for 
Womonspace News! 


Beginning with this issue, 
Womonspace will be increasing the 
number of monthly copies printed to 
400 (up from 350) in order to reach 
more women. 


Submissions Welcome 

_ We are always seeking submissions 
of interest to local lesbians. Letters to 
the editor, book, concert and movie 
reviews, articles about lesbian-friendly 
businesses in Edmonton, political and 
social commentary, short fiction, poetry 
and artwork are among the items we 
look for. 

If you are interested in contributing, 
you may either write to Womonspace 
News (#30-9930-106 St. Edmonton AB 
TSK 1C7), attend a newsletter meeting, 
or leave a message on the Lesbian Life 
Line (425-0511) if you wish to have 
the editor give you a call. 

Topics for coming months: 

April: Monogamy vs Nonmonogamy 
May: S/M 

June: Nontraditional Jobs 

July: Bisexuality 


Contributors this issue: 
Lindy Pratch, Karen, Cathy Wood, L.J.B., 
Roz Ostendorf, Narda B., Adien, and 
Laurie. Special thanks to Maureen 
Irwin who does the membership 
mailing each month, and to Sheelagh 
who does the distribution around town. 
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Womonspace Dance 
Saturday, March 16° 


For Women Only 
Bonnie Doon Hall: 9240-93 Street 
8 pm-1 am 


t WOMONSPACE 1996 MEMBERSHIP FORM 
#30-9930 106 Street Edmonton AB T5K 1C7 Phone: 425-0511 
Confidentiality Assured 


| NAME(S) | | 
ADDRESS CITY 
POSTAL CODE PHONE 


Membership Fee: $15/single; $25/couple (with one newsletter) _ soe aaa i 
Cheque or Money Order payable to Womonspace (tows income available) 


New MemberO Renewal 0 | would like to be a volunteer Yes Oo No o 
Please mail my newsletter to my home O ) 
| I will pick up the newsletter at dances/events 0 Total enclosed $_ cee 


